ORCHESTRA

Sing then, Terpischore, my light Muse, sing

His gentle art and cunning courtesy 1

You, lady, can remember everything,

For you are daughter of Queen Memory;

But sing a plain and easy melody,

For the soft mean that warbleth but the ground

To my rude ear doth yield the sweetest sound.

Only one night's discourse I can report:

When the great torchbearer of heaven was gone

Down in a mask unto the Ocean's court

To revel it with Tethys, ail alone

Antinous, disguised and unknown,

Like to the spring in gaudy ornament,

Unto the castle of the princess went*

The sovereign castle of the rocky isle,

Wherein Penelope the princess lay,

Shone with a thousand lamps which did exile

The shadows dark and turn'd the night to day.

Not Jove's blue tent, what time the sunny ray

i>chind the bulwark of the earth retires,

Is seen to sparkle with more twinkling fires*

That night the queen came forth from far within.

And in the presence of her court was seen;

For the sweet singer Phemius did begin

To praise the worthies that at Troy had been;

Somewhat of her Ulysses she did ween

In his grave hymn the heavenly man would sing,

Or of his wars, or of his wandering.

Pallas that hour with her sweet breath divine
Inspired immortal beauty in her eyes,
That with celestial glory she did shine
Brighter than Venus when she doth arise
Out of the waters to adorn the skies.
The wooers, all amazed, do admire
And check their own presumptuous desire.

Only Antinous, when at first he viewM

Her star-bright eyes that with new honour shined,

Was not dismay'd, but therewithal renew'd

The noblesse and the splendour of his mind;

And as he did fit circumstances find,

Unto the throne he boldly 'gan advance,

And with fair manners woo'd the queen to dance i